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T~. DIRK’S McLETTERS 

j(py Dear Crazy. 

Once again I find ii extremely necessary 
to comment on a part of your humor magazine 
called Dirk McGirk. I do believe the little 
pumpkin-brain has reached the peak of his 
career of being stupid. 1 mean, when you see a 
person who thinks that the definition of "as¬ 
teroids’' is a "Daktari" video game, counts 
the theoretical weight of the fisherman along 
with the fish when he solves a math problem 
and says that a main similarity between 
'Oliver Twist" (lie came close, didn't he?) 
and "Jim Skwakins" is simply " They're 
wile!", you know he's done nothing yet if that 
isn’t his best! I think Mr. McGirk is about 
ready for the looney bin. 

Aix Rankus 
Dallas, TX. 

Dear Crazy. 

Your magazine is great, but why’d you 
repeat that rubbishy “Blobs" piece from 
Crazy #637 You guys deserve to live in 
Muhammad Ali's shower cap! Dirk McGirk 
was great, but on page 19. on McGirk's sec¬ 
ond page of his English test. Bill Sikes' eye¬ 
balls were drawn wrong. His eyeball width is 
actually only 2 centimeters, not 6 centimet¬ 
ers! I expect a picture of Leonard Nimoy 
mailed to me at once. 

Brad Ahrens XVI 
Birmingham. MI. 
Sure thing. Brad! Say... while you're 
waiting, why don't you hold your breath... ? 


MOVIN’ ON UP 

Dear Craze. 

I liked your way of presenting The Jef- 
I'ersons in issue #88. I really hate The Jeffer- 
sons. 

John Smith 
Philadelphia, PA 

Dear Crazy. 

I just bought issue #88 of your 
magazine. In “The Jittersons ” you sure 
gouged old George. Hey. I've got a joke for 
Obnoxio’s Tun Pages . What kind of M&M's 
docs Tatoo cat? The plain! The plain! Ha ha. 
Gct it? Doug Jordan 

• Tucson, AZ. 
Gee. Doug... we can hardly contain our¬ 
selves. Just give us a minute to stop rolling on 
the Boor... Similar submissions were sent by 
Danny Lacy ofNoblesville. IN.: Casey Apin 
of Williamston, ML: Christine & Jennifer of 
Westport. CT.;GaryAhrendtofNeenah, IL.: 
Stefanie SchwartzofS.S. MD.; Chris Keaton 
ofCedarburg. Wl; Constance Covey of Gila 
Bend, AZ.; Travis Pei Iter of Wurcester. 
MA.: Brett Taylor of Wart burg. TN.; A ubrey 
Aucoin of Donaldsonville. LA.; Lance 
Chambcc of Niota. IL.; Shannon Dittruch of 
Rochester. MN.; anil Dave Nugent of 
Napanee. Ontario. — Ed. 


KID POWER 

Dear Dr. Strange. 

1 thoroughly enjoyed your "Game Of 
Mystic Power" very much, even though the 
instructions were a little hard to understand 
(on pages 78 &79 you forgot to put which ex¬ 
planation went with which numbered space). 
However, I think I managed it all out. The 
only thing I changed was that I allowed three 
coins to be tossed lour times instead of 3 to gel 
on panel 13. You wouldn't mind, would you? 

Aix Rankus 
Dallas, TX. 

Dear Crazy, 

Issue’#88's "Dr. Strange’s Game Of 
Mystic Power" was excellent! Dirk McGirk 
was great! Teen Hulk was super! "The Octop- 
lex" was funny! You ought to have more 
cover work done by Steve Mellor. 

Tyler Richards 
Bradford, N.H. 


YOUNG LOVE AT THE 
SNACK-O-RAMA 

Dear Crazy, 

I found a mistake in issue #88, the Oc- 
toplcx story. Deadhead says he doesn't have 
any money. Then at the Snack-O-Rama he 
asks for a large cola. Even though he ends up 
getting a colossal cola for a few kisses he only 
wanted to pay for a large cola. But with what 
money? If that's true. I'll be expecting a No- 
Prize in the mail. By the way. Crazy #90 & 
91 weren't worth reading. I hated them. 

Stephen Strausbaugh 
Columbia, MO 

Dear Crazy, 

“Nice Squad" was great. The soda and 
popcorn were much too small, though. 

Mike Hulings 
Jersey City, N.J. 






OBNOXIO’S ABUSE COLUMN 


Dear Obnoxio, 

Your mother's so tat she has to 
grease the bath tub to turn over. Even 
then, if you put in even a drop of water, it's 
overflowing. I asked your momma to 
dance but it was so dark I couldn't see 
who she was. I asked her, "How are you 
getting home tonight?" then the lights 
came on and I said, "Oh, you're running 
home on all fours.” 

Your mom makes all her own clothes, 
too. Out of parachute silk and circus tents. 

I would have been your father myself but 
the guy in front of me didn’t have change 
of a quarter. I hope you die. Twice. 

John Williams 
New York, N.Y. 

Your mom's real fat. I mean, dls 
broad's got so many double chins she 
needs a book mark just t'flnd her 
mouth. She's never seen her toes. She 
doesn't know where her knees bend. 
When she was In high school, every 
time she got up and turned around she 
erased th' blackboard. A volkswagon 
ran Into her, an' they haven’t found It 
yet. She could stick her face in some 
dough an' make Ugly Cookies. Three 
different flavors. She never takes a 
bath, but I hear she does change her 
underwear every full moon. She Keeps 
the nighborhood grocer in business. 
My daa ain’t half th’ man she is. 

Don’t dish it out if ya can't take It, 
pinhead. Oh yeah, tell th' old broad 
t’mall that cigar to the address at th' 
bottom o' this page. —O.T.C. 


FANATIC FUN OR... of junk. 

WHAT HAS RED HAIR AND IS DEAD? This leiter wasn I meant to be printed in 

To Those Who Dwell In The your magazine but it would be niec to print it 

Bottom Of The Pit Of Bad Taste, so that Hie people who read your magazine 

With your issue #88 you profaned the will know what I am talking about right now. 
memory of Marvel Girl/Phoenix, the woman Tony Coker 

I love. Could I be there. I would strangle you San Ramon. CA. 

with the entrails of the person most dear to Dear Crazy, 

you. Since I cannot I leave you with this I just finished reading “...If She Bc's 

curse: Dead...! Or Death Of A Tough Broad" (the 

"May your soul be stripped from your re-worded version of the Death of Phoenix), 
eoperal being and sent to rot in the bowels of The Bullpen Bulletin page stated that we 
the sun while your still living body is covered readers would "...cither love... or hate...!" 

with festering wounds and bathed in a con Well, hate is a pretty strong word that I don't 
tinuul salt bath. May you live long enough to believe in. but I sure didn't love it I You could 

sec one of your own murdered and then have sa y | strongly disliked it. I don't hate any- 

to pen a parody of their life with your own thing, but this is the closest thing to it! 
hand!" The best part of this issue was page 48. 

This drop of blood [enclosed with letter. where Claremont murdered Owsley. The 
— Ed.I is mixed with the memory of Marvel on ly W!1 y it could have been improved would 
Girl/Phoenix in hopes of her ressurection so be to have had panel five's second word bal- 
that she may mete you the justice you des- | UO n rewritten like so: "...Oh, by the way., 
erve. this one's for Byme. Austin, and Mitchell 1 " 

D O. Benson If I see another X-Men parody. Jim 

Opelika. AL. Owsley is DEAD MEAT"!!!!!!'!!'!! 1 !!! 

Dear Crazy, Best Regards 

In response to your classic comic reprint Bob Mitchell 

"Death Of A Tough Broad" in issue #88. I Milwaukee. WS. 

was greatly disturbed I am a true X-Men fan Owsley responds: 

and I read their comics every chance I can. I I’m glad she's dead. I'm glad I made fun of 

thought it was horrible lhat you made fun of her dying. I’m glad I got paid by Marvel for 

Phoenix's death Cyclops is just getting over making fun of her dying. I wish she'd die 

this tragedy, and this magazine goes and adds some more so I can make fun of that. too. 1 

to his problems. mean we're talking about a comic strip here, 

Even though I was kind of glad I got to and I can't have too much respect for anybody- 
read more X-Men in another magazine, still it who'd actually care whether or not this dumb 

was sadly written. I doubt that this will ever broad buys it I personally don't care They 

be printed but it doesn't really matter. I know cou ld kill her again, and i wouldn't care 

I wrote this and you read it. They could also kill off Spider-Man. Butman. 

Lee Broussard Popeye. and Dick Tracey for all I care. They 

Pensacola. FL. could set fire to Gasoline Alley and split 

P.S.—Keep up the great work Mr. Lee on the Charlie Brown's. head with a meat cleaver, 
comic X-Men! and I wouldn't lose any sleep. So all you 

Dear Crazy, people from Hinckleyville or wherever can 

In your latest issue (#88). you had a stop sending me death threats and calling me 
page of the X-Men parody marked "Elegy". up in the middle of the night and all that. 
On the bottom of the page was the address for You're wasting you're time. Kill Phoenix! 
a phoney ad [The Rev. Mahamshi X: Box 666 Kill Phoenix! C-l-L-L Phoenix! 


Address all hate mail to "Obnoxio's 
Abuse Column" c/o the address below [and if 
you send us your picture, he 'll make fun of 
that. loo!). — Ed. 


Warning: Sanding loiters to this column Indicates lha 
sender's willingness lo be aDusod. PuDllcly. Where ell lha 
eondor'a friends end rolatlvos con coo. Vup. night horo. 
And. It you don t Include your nemoand address, we won't 
even consider possibly getting around to look st It. Nope. 


“C/o MARVEL COMiCS Group, 

3o 7 -PQDk-£5Et IHDIt 
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Captain's Log — Stardate, 321983.89 
... the U.S.S. Boobyprize has been 
given a new mission — to discover 
what the heck these dates mean. 


But 

seriously, 

Star 

Fleet... 


C'mon, Admiral Jirk — you've retired from 
the command of the Boobyprize and I'm the 
new captain! Lemme have back my chair! 


"Space — the final frontier..." Remember how that phrase used to conjure images of action and excite¬ 
ment m the farthest reaches of the cosmos? Well, times certainly have a way of changing things 

TAR BLEC 


Writer: Paul Kupperberg 

























especially when it comes to tedious film versions of old tv shows. And now they're doing sequels to the 
sequels So if you thought "Star Blecch: The Motionless Picture" was bad. you should see. . 



THE WRATH OF 
THE CONNED 


Artist: Bob Camp 



Just a little longer, Lt. Slobvik... 
please. You don't know what it's 
like no longer having a career...! 


I've got some idea, 
sir — I've seen a 
couple of episodes 
of “T.J. Hooker." 


Fascinating... I thought I wasn’t sup¬ 
posed to have any feelings, yet the 
thought of appearing in another 
sequel is making me feel... III... 


























(rimttv 


mm 


. 


Ve on Certs II, Klptin. Vhat are... hey! Vhat 
is there to be that is making you so laugh...? 


Anyway, we've got to in¬ 
vestigate the surface of 
Certs II and see if it's 
suitable for Project 

You-Know-What. Ready, 

Commander Buzzoff? 


Da, Kip' 
tin Ter¬ 
rier. Is 
time to 
ener¬ 
gize. 


Teehee! Ha ha ha! It's those little 
crinkly dots in the transporter spe 
cial effects, Buzzoff — they tickle! 


Ve supposed to be inwestigating plant, Kiptin. Is no laugh¬ 
ing matter, as I should know, for mother Russia inwented comedy 


Vait... 
let me 
rephrase 

that... 


There is no need for that, senor 
...I cannot understand you with 
that accent anyway. You are my 
prisoners... do not try to escape. 


Veil, at least we 
alone so no one hear 
dumb kiptin jokes. 


Did ya ever hear the one about 
the traveling commissar and 
the bolshevik's daughter...? 


You’re going to 
listen to a guy 
from a country 
whose favorite 
food is borscht? 


Ohmigosh... this’s 
terrible! I-1 can't 
believe it’s really 
happening... it's more 
like a dream... a — 


Mother Russia 
inwented 
also running 
away...! 


But I thought 
he said you were 
the kiptin? 


- Faan-tasy 
perhaps, 
kiptin? 


— 

Not kip¬ 
tin"... I'm 

r 

L 

captain. 

i 

































Yoohoo, Admiral — it's a distress 
call from Nolead One for you. 


Thank you, Commander 
Yoohoora. Jirk, here! 


No, no... I'm 
Jirk. You’re 
Dr. Carrie 
Onsuch, 
head of the 
top secret 
project St... 


Shhh! No names, please. It is 
top secret this top secret. 
Lissen, just called to see how 
you guys are doing. Nothing 
urgent. No trouble. Every¬ 
thing's copecetic. Don't 
worry about us. We're cool. 


So, no 
problems 
here. What, 
us worry? 
We’re oka., 
blip! 


Betray my old kiptin? 

NEWER, fiend... 
and there is no way 
you can make me. 


Ahhh, but there Is — 
with a will-sapping de¬ 
vice I brought with me 
trom ihe 20th Century — 


Mr. 

Rooke? 


The Walkman! Ha ha ha ha! 


I know you, do l not, nine man. t es — you 
were with my old enemy, Captain James T. Jirk of 
the Boobyprize! You know who I am, of course. 


Hmmm. Do 
you think 
she was trying 

to tell 

us something, 
Mr. Schlock? 


Afflrmitlve, 

Admiral. I 
believe she 
was telling 
us...she's 

fine. 


No, no, no! I am Con, the criminal 
product of late 20th Century genetic 
engineering, sent into space in sus¬ 
pended animation over 300 years ago 


‘Slardale 439596-1/2.84 x 567: While the Boobyprize was in an uproar for a search lor a ca¬ 
lender so we could figure out the dale, we received a distress call from Nolead One..." 


swore I would kill Jirk for what he did to me when last we met. 
But now my revenge will be even bigger — now it's going to be 
in 70 MM Dolby sound instead of on tv! And YOU shall help me 

































"Stardate 74849 + 37 = 2022.9459: The 
situation has worsened... i have a dental ap¬ 
pointment coming up. but I can't figure out 
what day it's on. 


Affirm¬ 

ative, 

Admi¬ 

ral. 


Schlock 
...isn’t 
that the 

u.s.s. 

Reliant 

K? 


Affirm¬ 

ative, 

Admi¬ 

ral. 


Aren't 
they on 
our side, 
Schlock? 


Then why 
are they 

firing 

at us? 


"Instead, I've decided to take the Booby- 
prize to Nolead One and see what Carrie On 
such wants..." 


mmmm 


Ha-ha! The way they are throwing them¬ 
selves around aboard the Boobyprize 
means they've been badly damaged. Good 
good. Soon I’ll have my revenge! 


Alert the crew, Yoohoora.. tell them we’re being 
fired on and prepare to throw themselves around 
like idiots to make it look like we’ve been hit! 


"Stardate, the square root of the hypotenuse is equal to the length ol the sides: We've 
made a startling discovery... I missed my dental appointment." 


Well, you and I 
have a son and he 
wants to kill you. 


James Jirk! Thank goodness you’ve 
arrived! That awful villain CON 
has stolen my top secret project!* 


Oh-oh! That's terrible. What 
could be worse than that? 



as* 




Wfm 




®j| 

i] 








































Admiral, I believe I 
know what Dottie was 
trying to tell us. 


So do I, Schlock 
.."ah dinnah knew 
whutten hoo..." 


Admi- 

rrrral 

...ah din¬ 
nah knew 
whutten 
hooten 
hoot mon! 


Schlock 
— it 
tick¬ 
les! 


Not that, sir — Con has the secret project 
armed and ready to explode even as he 
chases us through this conveniently placed 
cosmic storm. What are your orders, sir? 


"Stardate a week ago last Wednesday: Have decided to stay and fight... mainly because 
Schlock won't let me run away." 


"We had to prevent Con from deto¬ 
nating the lop secret weapon — the 
one thing that could destroy our 
whole universe! 


Good lord, Schlock — it's happened... the thing 
we feared most — the thing that is going to 
destroy us! The top secret project's 
detonation means our end... 


A Star Bores sequel would come out the same 
time as one of our sequels! 


Affirmative, Admiral. But we knew it 
had to happen one of these days — 










































































GROSS ENCOUNTERS PARTI 





Due to a prolonged exposure to a demented DENTIST'S gamma rat cavity decoder, craven nerp 
CHESTER WEEMS FINDS HIMSELF /N MOMENTS OF DIRE HUMILIATION, TRANSFORMED INTO A TUHORA TOPPEP 
T/TAM KNOWN AS... _ .- --if—1 J-I U l J —1 _i—. __ mm 


STanI 

Lee 

presents: 









what a cao*yo/ 


wow .. .... 

VOW WILL WE B'JB’Z pJAJP HER? 


HEV, UKB IT'S REALLV 
OZOCN'i, MAM r MEAM 
LIILE, THAT'S ^£4A 

FRee fiaop is cosmic 

V'/OJOW ? 
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THE HOUSE PACKING FANTASY AND 


That chick 

is COLD BLOODED! 


C'mon, c'mon 
stroke those 
strings! 


And now, 
hot from her 
worldwide 
tour, Ms. Pat 
BENTguitar! 


SHRIEK! 


Thanks folks, this 
is a little tune 
I wrote called, 
Bat Rock Boogie- 


Stand back 
boys, I'm 'bout 
to fry your 
eardrums... 


THE NERVE WRACKING REALITY 


Bad choice 


And now, for 
our next recital 
we'll hear 
from Miss 
Fat-er-PAT 
Brentmower... 


Moan. 


Um, gulp, my 
first piece 
will be, Die 
Fledermaus... 
By, um, well, 
anyway... 


Writer and Artist: Mary Wllshire 











Writer and Artist 
Michael Carlin 
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Do you have a friend who is always sucking on a toothpick, or has dental floss sticking out of his pocket or a toothbrush in his 
notebook? Does he like to stick his nose in your business? Not just in what you're doing, but right in your face, in fact, right into your 
mouth! Better watch out, because he'll grow up to be... 


DENTIST , THE MENACE 


Written and Illustrated by Dick Codor 


no-pain Rastafarian drilling 


Ka-va-tey, Hindu god of dentists 


dental hypnosis 


mid-orbit check up 




Hell's Angel's orthodontist 




samurai rooJ canal 


super hero tooth pulling 


new wave dentistry 


examination 


the Tooth Fairy 






































Lottsa kids build models. Most of 'em don’t come out looking like the picture on the box but let’s face 
it... nothing in life comes out looking like the picture on the box. Dig it, when you open that box, all 
you get is a lot of little bits of plastic and a sheet of instructions printed in three languages, none of 
which is one you speak. In order to make something out of this mess you’ve got to put a little of your¬ 
self into the project. Bear that in mind as we peruse the winners of... 



(Customized Plastic Kit Division) 

Written by Larry Hama All models by Andrew Meyers Photography by Michael Sullivan 
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First Prize Diorama 


“Night Moves" 

By Kool 183 of the South Bronx 

A really fine diorama with lots of “extras”! The building and fire escape are completely scratch-built as is the perfectly de¬ 
tailed "ghetto blaster". Check out the crumpled soda cans on the street and the discarded newspaper! 
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The figures are modified from the Tamiya Pit Crew set with extensive putty work. (Note the raised soles and stripes on 
the ' 


"felony shoes’’.) 



Second Place Diorama 

“Last Helicopter out of Saigon" 

By little Donnie Carruthers of 
Arlington, Va. 

This kid might have copped first 
place if he hadn't lamed out on his 
representation of the Saigon Ameri¬ 
can Embassy roof which was noth¬ 
ing more than a shoe box with some 
scratch-built ventilation ducts stuck 
on it. 

There is some excellent detail work 
on the helicopter and figures al¬ 
though it would have helped to have 
some desperate civilian types battl¬ 
ing each other to claw their way on to 
the Huey before she takes off. 
Maybe Donnie could have sus¬ 
pended the helicopter from a thread 
over the shoebox and had a little 
Vietnamese guy with a suitcase 
hanging on to one of the skids? Just 
a thought. 
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First Place, Static Free-standing Division 

"Armored GT Coupe" 

By Anonymous Bosch of The All American Survivalist Commune Inc. Vigilanteville, Vermont 

Remember, the paranoia of today is the reality of tomorrow! And paranoia is obviously helpful in making fine 
models! Note the careful drilling out of the smoke dispenser muzzles and the almost undetectable putty work on 
the wheel wells! 


Very clear shot of the rear mounted pulse- 
dropper radar unit and the side-mount flak-' 
virling conversion. Not a bad job on those 
window louvers, huh? 



CRAZY Looks At 


We have a special giveaway 
today... a large tub of salted 
popcorn, free for everyone. 


My mouth is 
so dry! Get me a 
large soda please! 


Writer: Robert Leighton 


This film cost twice as much 
to make as they had planned. 


This is the eighth 
time in a row that I'll 
be seeing this film. 


























Movie Theater 


Artist: Ned Sonntag 


What did the reviewers 
think of my movie, R.L.? 


They hated it! Listen: 
“If you don't miss this 
movie, you'll be sure 
to regret it. I'd like 
to give the director a 
good hit in the face!" 


You know how 
to tell that a 
movie's going 
to be reafbad? 


No, how? 


Fine! Cut it 
up and put il 
in our ads! 
"Don't miss... it! 
A... sure hit!" 




When you see the writers for 
CRAZY in the lobby trying to 
figure out how their parody 
can make it look worse! 


I can't believe I just 
spent $4.50 a person to 
see this dumb cops and 
robbers film. When I was 
a kid we paid 1 5e to see 
exciting dinosaur movies! 


When you 
were a kid, 
they probably 
had real 
dinosaurs! 


Wm 


If you ask me, there's too many dirty, 
disgusting, naked bodies in the movies 
these days. Whatever happened to 
clean, wholesome, fun-loving violence! 


I read somewhere 
that this is one 
of the top-grossing 
films of all time. 


I'm not surprised. 

I think it's far 
too gross already! 
Eeeyucch! 






I heard this movie has 15 car 
crashes, 20 motorcycle chases, 
and four huge fistfights... in the 
first five minutes of the film! 


Did you know they paid 
Marlon Brando $2 million 
to appear in this movie? 


Again?! How dull 
can you get? 


That's nothing! They paid 
Jerry Lewis $3 million not 
to come NEAR this movie! 


m 
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Wake me when 
you find them... 


Shall I 
notify the 
military?! 


I called this meeting 
because somebody stole 

my Spider-Man Annuals.. 


For this I'm missing 
Work and Windy 7 ! 


If you are insin¬ 
uating that / stole 
them, I'll put your 
face in a disposal! 


Not 

again! 




%Kj8jg?£}^ 


Gentlemen, I've called you 
here on a matter of 

NATIONAL EMERGENCY! 


I've polarized 
the military! 


We re alert 
and prepared! 


I’m glad you 
chose to contact 
us f rst! 


We re at your 
disposal Mr. 

President! 


Whatovor we car 
do to help.. 


THE MOMENTOUS FANTASY... 


...AND THE MUNDANE REALITY 


Writer and Artist: Peter Kuper 




































ENTERTAINMENT FOR INFANTS 

















PLAYPEN’S PARTUM JOKES 


We hear that when the doctor told Mr Anderson 
that his wife had just given birth to quadruplets, he 
exclaimed, “Four crying out loud!" 


Do you like your new baby sister?" the matron 
asked the little boy. 

“I wish she was a boy so I could play baseball with 
her." 

“Why don’t you exchange her for a little boy?” 

“It's too late," he said. “We’ve already used Iter 
four days.” 


There was a male infant of Kent 
Whose nose was incredibly bent. 

He followed his nose. 

One day, 1 suppose. 

And no one knows which way he went! 


When we told Dr. Smuggins that we slept like a 
baby, we didn't tell him that we cried ail night. 



According to the Playpen Chef, the fastest way 
to make a tossed salad is to give vegetables to a ten- 
month old child. 


Dad brought Junior to the maternity ward to see 
his new baby sister who was a few hours old. Junior 
inspected the infant thoroughly, then commented, 
“No wonder Mom hid it under her coat all winter!" 


How come the baby can’t talk?" Mary asked 
about her little sister. 

“Infants are too young to talk, Mary." 

“But they talk in the Bible.” 

"Where?" 

“Well, it says right here that Job cursed the day he 
was bom!” 


What's red and sits in the comer? 
A baby chewing on a razor blade. 

We figure that if the Czar's wife was called the 
Czarina, then the Czar’s children must have been 
Czardines. 

What 's blue and sits in the comer? 
A baby playing with a plastic bag. 


Folks around these pans say the Miller baby is 
spoiled rotten. But we disagree — we think they all What's green and sits in the comer? 
smell that way! The same baby, three weeks later! 





“You crawl here often?" 

Tm thinking of switching formulas. 


‘Aha! So there is another woman! 
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"The material things 
in life don t 
interest me. I'm 
more concerned right 
now with keeping my 
pants dry. ” 
We hear you. Alden. 


fig “I was thinking of 

going into television. 
jffn but I need something 
BB more intellectually 

stimulating. I won't rush 
into anything, though. 

I ’ ve got my whole 
Wm life ahead of me. ” 




"I like to spend my free time staring at shiny objects, playing with my fingers, and 
spitting up. But I have a serious side. too. I’m very concerned about the killing of 
whales all over the world. These animals are beautiful and must be preserved. 
People say to tne, ‘Now that you’re a Pen Pal you'll forget about the whales, 
right?' Wrong. I’m as deeply committed now as ever. I plan to do everything in 
my power for this vital movement, just as soon as I discover that my fingers and 
toes really belong to me." 
































Writer: Virgil Diamond Artist: Alan Kupperberg Make-up:Max Tractor 


it 


FASHION T make a good impresion upon people, ya should dress up An’ take it from 
HINT: me, you'll look extremely dignified if ya walk th’ streets wearin' a... 

ZIPPER TIE f 

T’construct this peice o’ neckwear ...An’ fasten th' zipper to yer shirt 
* ya gotta detach a zipper from yer collar with paper clips. 

If, least favorite pair o’ pants... 
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HOLY 
REBUS: 
Before I 
wuz thinkin’ 
‘bout goin’ 
to th’ race¬ 
track an’ 
bettin’ on 
horses, but 
right now 
I’m thinkin’ 
of... 


A RELIGIOUS MAN WHO 
DOESN’T DATE GIRLS 

He lives in a monestary and he’s called a... 




™ i 

r 
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XNOW :J3MSUv 


monkev see. 

fAOUKBy PO! 


ITS A SAN ANA 
AT HAl~F TH ' 
PR.\CE ! 


1 007 A TOW 
C?'MO NKE/ 
k BITS! 














CLOWN 


CIGAR ASHES FOR 
CLOWN COLLAR! 




CLOWN 

LESSON 

BONUS 


is th' first letter in th’ 
word skunk. How 
many other things that 
stink can you name 
that begin with th' let¬ 
ter 


WHEN DAD LEAVES 
MOM FOR ANOTHER 
WOMAN, HE’S 
MAKING A... 


(Stop think¬ 
ing 'bout 
your missin' 
dad, an' fill 
in th' missin' 
letters! 


uojSjA3|a) 6 u|ujoui Aepuns 
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This Is ITly Favorite Picture Of The month! 

--OBNQXI O THE CLOWN •_l^sfromChu 1 

^ /sharpen 

SAPS/ . 


HERE KITTY 
URMT SOME 
Milk ? 


JUNK YE» 
T&UEVISION/ 
IT'S TIME P£K 
sweu-yvisi ON 


WHAT'S TH'MATTEK WITH YOU JERK 
PON'T YOU KNOW IT'S 2 A.AA. ? 


CAN I TALK TO 

st oec>p.e>e now? 





































How’s it goin' protozoan? This is the shocking, 
rocking reptile... Behemoth Jack... bringing you 


Writer: David Allikas Artist: Dave Morris 


Where you hear your favorite hits... as they 
sounded before eleventh-hour revisions! 


Not that any of their fans are straight long 
enough to notice, but here’s... The Hateful Dead! 


‘Trekkin 1 

What was once for free 
Trekkin' 

Costs a fin to see; 
Seems like 
Such a waste to me 
To keep Trekkin'on. 


Stellar explosions, chases, and other such base rot. 
A crisis or two thrown in to keep the pace hot. 

The usual cast, involved the usual space plot; 

Pack it up — read a good book instead! 

Sometimes the acting caused me to wheeze 
Other times, I was catching Z’s 
Mostly I was saying, "Jeez, 

What a long, long film it seems!' "to the tune 

of "Truckin’" 
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This clever duo came up with a hit that cashed 
in on one of the hottest trends around! That's 
right... awful music! Bucktooth & Gorecia! 


'I got a bucket full of Fritos and im headed to the armchair; 

I got com chips and potatoe chips enough to start a farm there. 
I got half a case of soda pop and pretzels by the slew; 

I'm gonna eat it all up by the time the first show's through. 


Cause l got snack-fan fever; 
(Snack-fan fever) 

It 's rotting my teeth out 1 
(Rotting my teeth out) 

I got snack-fan fever. 
(Snack-fan lever) 

I'm busi ng out of my pants! 
(Out of my pants) 


*to the tune of 
Pac Man Fever" 


Talk about a blemish on the face of popular 
music... here's Joan Zitt and the Blackheads! As 
requested by Tracey Anderson of Montclair, New Jersey! 


'Saw him standing there by the record display. 
Thinking how to throw all his cash away; 
Grinning zit to zit, 

Bought my latest hit; 

I could tell the kid was a twit 
To listen to me, yeah, me; 

I knew of taste he hadn't a whit 
To listen to me, yeah, me, singin 
I sing rock and roll 

So put another ten on the counter, moron, 

I sing rock and roll, 

If you take me home, I'll make you deaf! 

"to the tune of “I 
Love Rock and Roll" 


Thanks to Lauretta 
Waterman of Pleasantville, 
New Jersey and Cheryl M. 
Latham of Oelwein, Iowa, 
for their song parodies! 
01' Jack loved 'em! 

But next time 
add salt, girls! 
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Writer: John Robert Tebbel Artist: Little Moon 


The Black Cat 

It's quite naughty to torture your cm 

And to bash your wife’s brains through her hat. 

Their ghosts will hang round 

And burn your house down. 

Spilling all to the cops, like a rat. 


The Raven 

There was once a fleabitten raven 
Who snuck into my room seeking haven. 
When he opened his yap. 

"Nevermore!” was his rap. 

One more time and his head I will cave in 
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Masque of the Red Death 

The red plague was a terrible hassle. 

So the rich folks holed up in the castle. 
They were having a ball 
When the germs jumped the wall 
And huge pimples devoured each rascal. 


The Fall of the House of Usher 

Mr. Usher's last kin was his sister. 

When she died he so awfully missed her 
That she dug up her grave 
Gave her brother a wave 
Saying. “Usher! I wasn 'r quite stiff, sir 


The Tell-Tale Heart 

If detectives are outside your door 
And you've hidden a stiff in the floor. 

Don 'tcha scream out in fear 
If loud heartbeats you hear. 

'Cause it 's all in your mind, nothing more. 
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The Cask of Amontillado 

When your pal asks you down to the celler 
Just be sure you ain t cheated the feller. 

He 'll pour wine in your cup 
As he's bricking you up. 

He's sure putting the "cell" back in cellar. 


The Bells 

Every bell that I’ve heard goes "ga-Dong. 
That's the obvious point of this song. 

If lean't gel it right, 

I might say it all night. 

So, if I were you. I'd move along. 


The Murders in the Rue Morgue 

A series of murders so funky 

It must have been done by some junkie. 

The gendarmes were stumped 

As more victims were thumped 

And dismembered, turns out, by a monkey 


















































Okay gang! Enough silly stuff. Time to discuss something re¬ 
ally important: toilet paper! Y’know first they were just plain 
white then they were available in different colors and now 
you can get 'em with designs. But is that enough?! I mean 
butterflys and flowers are nice but they’re not for everybody! 

Which is why we’re presenting... 

<f1EW 0ESIGNS (FOR 
TOILET-PAPER 

Writer and Artist: Alan Reich 















Clothing Manufacturer Gas Stations Mortuary 




Movie Studios 


Airplanes 


Honeymoon Suite 
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SUDDENLY, CHIEF IHSPECTo/Z BROOJH) CAME OVER U/TH AaJ 
f URGENT MESSAGE. MS MUST HAVE SUSPECTED THE Room 
LUAS&CJ/J& BUGGED, SINCE HE ONLY MOUTHED THE LOOSES. 


HEY EARSHOT, VoU Duai& 
TeSK'. VOH'T YOU EVER 
ftNSDJeX TxR PHOH5?! 
I'VE 6EEH CALLIU& ^ 
^ All Morkuhc! 


7 fH£tZ SMALL-TALK LIAS SEGiUNlUC, To 
LA GET ON MY /JEEVES T DECIDED To 
Ansujck all the/R questions as if r. 
PiDn't kdcxjJ Ak /YtH/uCt. _ _ 

HBHEf' CAST CHANCE, EAPSHOT Aze'XpL 
HPKSs’l 'rbu Goajna tAlK, Ok Do Ybu (CfcA 
EF \ V ojanT us -rt=, Rear you ?!Jmtk 


Those wee hcoplum. 
YOJ LOCKED UP have A 

escaped 1 aed neml 

LcdKhjc. Pop You!! y T 


BUMP 


WR/Treu AMP PRAWN BY ROBERT L EtOHTOH 


/ 7 OJAS 
Seek/ 
IT. HOT A 


1 fcuAS ABLE To HEAD H>S LlPS 
UHrHouT AkiY PiCFiculTY. HE U)AS 
T&Llims ME Hot Tt> ALSuieK my 
Phone for the F£St of tub mornjJje. 


Vo You? OJEu., MAUAE 
change You*, mind acts?. 















Football is one of America’s favorite sports. That’s because it’s fast-paced, action-packed and - most im¬ 
portant of all - violent! But contrary to the popular belief, football was not invented in America around 1824. 
The game Is as old as man himself. To substantiate that revolutionary claim, we present... 



Writer: Michael Pellowski Artist: Jack Sparling 



The first primitive football game 
took place in the mesozoic era. The 
players were hulking, brute-like 
neanderthals, very similar to mod¬ 
ern pro football linemen. 


Even in those days players were di¬ 
vided into two teams, the home club¬ 
bers and the visiting raiders. The 
primitive game they played was 
called "foo-ball", which In 
cavemanese means "war”. It was al¬ 
ways a sudden death game. 


A foo-ball game began with the 
traditional meeting of chiefs or 
captains at the middle of the (bat¬ 
tle) field. Instead of shaking hands 
they greeted each other in the 
sportsman-like way of the period. 


Bogga! 


Quick! Bring scouting 
report on raiders! 


Next a coin was tossed to see who 
would kick first. Since coins were 
not invented yet, a substitute was 


Then the opening kick signalled the 
start of foo-ball. 


In the early game there were no 
rules, no set plays, and no time 
outs. When a coach said kill the op¬ 
position, that’s what the players 
did. 


We da suicide squadl 


The game was finished when one side ran out of substl 
tutes. And every game ended in a shut out. 














The first major advancements 
in the game of prehistoric 
football came about one mil¬ 
lion B.C. They were made by a 
caveman named Rock-Knee 
while on a hunting trip. 


In those days, competition for food was 
very stiff, so when food was sighted, It was 
every man for himself. 


Having a hungry family to 
feed, Rock-Knee decided on a 
revolutionary course of ac¬ 
tion. First, he mapped out his 
strategy. This is the first re¬ 
corded example of a football 
play. 


It's mine! 


It's mine! 


Next, he scooped up the world's first 
fumble and proceeded to lug the 
pigskin (with the pig still in it) under 


Then he executed his plan by 
making history's first tackle. 


Making a beeline for his goal, 
which was the safety of his cave, 
Rock-Knee invented the stiff- 


Whatthe...? 


Needless to say, Rock-Knee 
reached the goal line with the 
pigskin and became an instant 
hero. Lu-Wanna was so thrilled 
over the victory that later that 
night Rock-Knee became the 
first football player to score with 
a cheerleader. 


Meanwhile, watching from the 
sidelines, was Rock-Knee's wife, 
Lu-Wanna, who had the distinction 
of uttering the first football cheer in 
history! 


And broken field running! 


Go. 

Rock- 

Knee 


Oh, Rock-Knee! 


























The next big advancement in the 
game’s progress was made acci¬ 
dentally after unsportsman-like 
conduct was introduced to the 
sport. 


...Then came up 
with a brilliant 
idea... 


That revolu 
tionized play! 


Coconutshells were soon adopted 
Into a primitive type of protective 
gear. 


A short time later a prehistoric Inven¬ 
tor, who failed at inventing the wheel, 
came up with the first foo-ball, which 
was carved out of stone. 


The new ball was a vast Improve¬ 
ment over the old-style pigskin, 
complete with pig, but It did little 
to popularize the forward pass. 


Catch! 


It also did little to advance the skills of punting and place 
kicking. 


Proof positive of the existence of football In prehistoric 
times has recently been unearthed in caves on the east¬ 
ern coast of the United States. 

Translation of picture writing: “Those lousy Giants blew 
the Superbowl again!" 


Yeow! 


1 Cro-magnon caveman. Red | 

Clay, 

first discovered 

| coconuts... 
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It may be psycho, but it's also logical. 
Presenting: a CRAZY psychological 
bonus— ^ 


CftT 


How would you like to be. 




CO! 


ft 






Well, now you can! And, all it 
takes is a little thought... 


STEP ONE: When you get up in the morning, convince yourself that 
things have somehow changed. Something strange must have hap¬ 
pened while you were asleep. Something subtle but nonetheless 
strange. 


STEP TWO: As you sit at the breakfast table, stare closely at your 
mother and your brothers and sisters. There's something different 
about them, isn't there? They're not the same people they were yes¬ 
terday. 


'm 




U 


STEP THREE: Notice the nervous way these 
people who are pretending to be your family are 
acting. They're afraid you'll notice the change, 
realize aliens took your real family away and re¬ 
placed them with these duplicates. 


jSM 


a 


i 


mm 
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STEP FOUR: As you enter school that day, all your former 
friends will undoubtedly be clustered around their lockers, 
talking to one another. Notice how they stop talking once you 
approach. You're no longer one of them. You're a human 
being. 


STEP FIVE: By now, due to the practice you've already had, 
you should be able to easily see all the subtle changes in ev¬ 
eryone. Your teachers are different, and so are your class¬ 
mates. And just imagine the inhuman thoughts they must be 
thinking. 



STEP SEVEN: Finally, ask yourself why this is 
all happening. But, isn't it obvious? The aliens 
are trying to take over the world for their own evil 
purposes. And once you've been replaced, their 
plan will be complete. 

















GAfllES 


PEOPIE 


PI AV 

Writer and Artist: Robert Leighton 




Gamblers must love to GO FOR Pyromanlacs play the MATCH GAME. You and your siblings play FAMILY 
BROKE. FEUD. 
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The Abscam Senators got caught play- Nixon didn’t want to learn the rules to New York City dogs can play CRAPS, 
Ing LET'S MAKE A DEAL TO TELL THE TRUTH, so he’s been but only if their owners keep the game 

playing SORRY ever since. clean. 



The Reagan Administration is going to If the Draft is reinstated, many people ERA Supporters refuse to play HOUSE 
be playing TROUBLE soon. are going to play DODGE. any longer... they now want to play the 

game of LIFE. 



The Ayatollah Khomeini enjoys play¬ 
ing HANGMAN, but few people want to 
play It with him. 


Jacques Cousteau plays GO FISH. 


The Staff of Crazy plays the MAD 
MAGAZINE GAME, and always wins! 
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Hey! You all know me. I'm the coolest guy in school. What makes 
me so super-cool? How did I get to be such a hip hunk? Read on and 

I'll fill you in on... 


Hey 

wimpo! 




m 

i» 


Hey 

nerdo! 







m 





[when I ask to borrow money from a teacher, I always use 
tact... and a gun! 


How about loaning me all da 
dough you've got, teach? 


When I enter the teacher's room, I don’t bother to knock 
I just kick the door in. 






i 


I’liaii i 
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I always remember my manners. I never expectorate on 
the classroom floor. 


If a teacher tells me to throw away my gum, I get rid of It 
immediately... by shoving it up his nose! 
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When a teacher tells me to stop smoking I always crush 
out my but t.. . in his face! _ _ 


I think you'd look good with sideburns, teach! 


In class I often demonstrate my creativity and ingenuity. 

Hey, dat was a great idea... using da bunson v „ . 
burner to give da chemistry teacher a hot foot. 











One of the big romances on television is Joanee and Chooch from the “Happy 
Days” show. Let’s follow them — and their family and friends to the present — 
starting in 1963 with the marriage of this cutesy couple. Here we go with... 




No more 
strife — 
cause 
you 're gon¬ 
na be my 
wife — for 
the rest of 
my life.. 
BAY., bee. 


Yeah... like the 
sounds from a 
bunch ot truck 
drivers after 
they’ve scarfed 
down 20 
pounds of 
baked beans. 


Oh darling.. 

you’re 
crying from 
joy be¬ 
cause our 
daughter 
is getting 
married! 


No.. I'm crying 
from grief be¬ 
cause she’s 

marying a 
punk kid with 
the intel¬ 
ligence of Veal 
Parmigiana! 


AAY! Watch the 
ethnical cheap shots! 
Dat's my cousin, 
Chooch, yer talkin' 
about. He got his own 
band dat makes 
some really fine 
sounds! 


Can't you 
see — it's 
just you and 
me — that’s 
the way.it 
should be.. 
BAY..bee 


I’ve never 

barfed in 
the middle 
of a cere¬ 
mony, but 
this could 
be a first! 










Coming here to Dallas for 
our honey moon was a 
great idea, Chooch! 


Wow! Thanks, pal! 
You're a lifesaverl 


You look in' 
for this, buddy? 


Oh no, Chooch! That guy you gave the bullets to 
is the nut who killed the President! 


Though I changed 
the course of 
history by doing 
something silly — 


You Incredibly 
stupid moron! 


Hey! Lighten up, Joanee! It 
was an honest mistake! 


Beatlemania hits America — and Milwaukee. 


No good. Zingo went splat 
when he jumped off a 
building trying to fly — and 
Annutte's in jail for being 

fat and ugly! 


Forget it, kid. Unless you look and sound 
like the Beatles, yer all washed up! 


We're here for the 
auditions, mister. 


You 'll always 

I Oh, Chooch — 

bo my pony 

■J I'm sorry for 

boy — I'll always r 

-| putting 

be your filly1 1 

you downl 



met 

n *Jr » 


Yeah...it’s 

Where did 1 put my ammo? 

a great 

The motorcade is 

little town! 

just minutes away! 



gap 
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The cops are after me 
for muggin' an old lady! 

Ya gotta hide me! 
(Whine!) Please! Please! 


Hey! 

Open 

up! 

It’s 

the 

Gonz! 


It's bad enough 
the Beatles put 
us outa business! 
Now we gotta paint 
little Beatle 
dolls tor a living! 


Yeah — and 
all we 
get is a 

dollar 
per hun¬ 
dred dolls! 


It's Artie Gonzorelli.. the 
Gonz! What's the 
trouble, Gonz? 


Aey! They 
got mo right 
in the comb! 


Let's face 
it, Chooch — 
from this you 
don’t get a 
doctor or 
a lawyer! 


I thought you 
were real 
cool, Gonz. 
How’d you turn 
into a cowardly, 
whining thug? 


Lissen.. all I 
knew was wear- 
in' a black 
leather jacket an 
goin' “AAAY" 
all the time. 


Open 
up, Gon¬ 
zorelli. 
It's the 
police! 


That wonderful year — 1967 


Five years later. 


As if things weren't 
bad enough, we're in 
a war in, uh, V-i-e-t 
N-a-m. Isn't that 
near Chicago? 


All I know is I just 
got my draft notice 
and I'm going to do what 
any true, red-blooded 
American would do! 


Are you 
sure? 
Hah? 
Maybe I 
should hide 
In here a 
coupla 
more 
years. 


You can 
come 
out 
now, 

Chooch — 
I think 
the war's 

winding 

down. 


Are the 

Beatles 


when you put 




































Your face looks like pizza, your 
breath smells from garlic. 
But I still love you 
so from your head to your... 

Lavoom! Lavoom DeFuzzio! 


Joanee 
we’re 
lucky 
your 
folks 
took 
us in. 


Bums! When 
are you two 
gonna find 
work?! 
Especi¬ 
ally you, 
scuzzball! 


Your mom an'pop, they 
threw us out — But we 
still got each other — 
that's what it's all about. 


Son-In¬ 
law? I’m 
talking 
to our • 
daughter! 


How can you 
talk that 
way to your 

son-in 

law?! 


Hi, mom 
and 
dad — 
we’re 
back. 
Wh- 
What’s 
wrong? 


Lavoom! How come you 
turned out like this? 
You had a nice job 
in Blatz’s Brewery! 


I took too many free samples. 

When ya keep turnin' six- 
packs into four-packs, it sorta 
turns your brain to malt! 


It's your bro¬ 
ther Ritchie, the 
soldier He de¬ 
fected to the 
Viet Cong — 
and now he’s 
doing propa- 
aganda for them! 


It’s your 
fault. You 
raised him 
like a 

pansy! 


Sit on it. 
You’re the one 
who likes to 
walk around 
in my nightie! 


Though I've gone bald 
and you’ve grown fat 
— This love between 
us is where it's at. 


Though we’ve got six 
kids who're dirty and loud 
— We're happy, content 

and mighty proud! 


Speak for 
yourself, you 
miserable, 
lousy Chooch! 


1 regret that 

After all, 

filthy capi¬ 

no Viet¬ 

talist Amer- . 

namese 

ica has sent 

has ever 

me here to 

called me 

kill inno¬ 

“Howdy 

cent Viet¬ 

Doody 

namese! 

face". 
























! 

The year is 1980 — and Chooch's oldest son is arrested on a 
DOPE charge! 



It's a little known law, sir. We 
enforce it on occasion to keep 
the population on its toes. 


I can't believe it! Can 
you really go to jail 
for being a dope? 



I'm sorry, Joanee. 
Anyway, the strings 
do make excellent 
dental floss. 


Talk about hard 
times! I mean- 
eating you 
own guitar! 



He wants to meet us in 
New York! He thinks 
he can make that song 
number one on the 
charts! 


Joanee! Re¬ 
member that song 
I wrote and sent 
to John Lennon 
six months ago? 


Yahoo! 



Here we are, Joanee! 
New York! The Big 
Apple! We’re gonna 
finally hit it big! 


I spent all my 
money on that 
ammo. Where 
did I put it?! 


I'm so 

excited, 

Chooch! 
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